and leaned across the door and cut the switch under
Simon?s curious blinking regard* The purr of the
engine ceased.

"Well, now," Simon said? "is dat de one you wuz
taikin* erbout?" He stared at the switch for a timef
then he straightened up and stared at the hood. "She's
quit b'ilin* under dar? ain*t she? Is dat de way you
stops her?" But Bayard had mounted the steps again
and entered the house.

Simon lingered a while longer^ examining the gleam-
ing long thing? touching it lightly with his hands then
rubbing his hand on his thigh. He walked slowly around
it and touched the tires? mumbling to himself and
shaking his head. Then he returned to the salvia bed?
where Bayard, emerging presently*, found him.

"Want to take a ride5 Simon?" he said.

Simon*s hoe ceased and he straightened up. "Who,
me?"

"Sure. Come on. Well go up the road a piece."

Simon stood with his static hoe5 rubbing his head
slowly*

"Come on5" Bayard said, "well just go up the road
a piece. It won?t hurt you."

"NaWp suh," Simon agreed^ "I don9t reckon hit5s
gwine ter hurt me."

He allowed himself to be drawn gradually toward
the car 9 gazing at its various members with slow9 blink-
ing speculation^ now that it was about to become an
actual quantity in his life. At the door and with one
foot raised to the running-boards he made a final stand
against the subtle powers of evil judgment. "You ain't
gwine run it tli'ough de bushes like you en Isom done
dat day 9 is you?"

Bayard reassured him5 and he got in slowly 9 with
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